Drunk Last Night 


Author: brandyBl9l 

Bands: Motley Crue 

Characters: Nikki Sixx, Tommy Lee 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Sep 30 2015 08:46:22 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


| got a lite drunk last night. 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the song "Drunk Last Night" by the Eli Young Band 


| got off of the plane as soon as | could once we had landed and come to a stop on the tarmac. It had been a 
long two months on the road physically for all of us, but mentally for me as well. | don't think | could have 
lasted another week out on the road without losing my shit and that was something | definitely didn't want to 
do in front of the guys. They were already suspicious that something wasn't right with me and | wanted to be 
off of their radar. Hopefully this little break from the road would be enough for me to pull it all together and 
get my head right again 


Ill catch you guys later. Enjoy your breaks." | said as | grabbed my two bags and eyed my yellow Ferrari 
sitting not far from the jet. 


"Tommy, everything okay, man? You've been distant here lately. " Nikki said as | turned around to walk off. 


It took everything | had not to spin on the spot and go off on his ass. He thought | was being distant? Yeah, 


right. | couldn't count the number of times | had asked him to go out for a drink after a show only to have 
him stand me up or blow me off to do something related to his radio show or Sixx AM. I finally caught on and 
just said fuck it. And now | was the one being distant. The absolute truth was that my heart was in a million 


pieces because of Nikki and he continued to step all over those pieces. 


| turned around and threw my hands up in the air. "Fucking perfect, man. Don't worry about me. You have 


enough going on already." 
“Tommy, wait.” 


| ignored him as | threw my stuff in my car and made my way off the ramp area of the airport. | had 
answered him a little more rudely than | had intended to, but | didn't really care. | was actually somewhat mad 
at myself for letting my feelings consume me like this, but then again | don't recall ever having feelings like 
this for someone. | wanted to tell him so bad how much | wanted him, how much | loved him, but | was scared 
shitless to. In my mind hanging out with him was better than nothing at this point so that's why | had been 
trying to get him to hangout or go have a drink, but even that seemed to be too much to ask these days. 


As soon as Nikki had had time to load his bags into his car and leave the airport he started blowing up my 
phone which |, of course, ignored. | deleted each voicemail and text message without listening to them or 
reading them. | even found myself avoiding going home in case he tried to come by, but then | remembered 
that | could just park the car in the garage, refuse to the open the door and he would never know the 
difference. | needed to make a stop for alcohol though before | went home to get settled. If no one else wanted 


to have a drink with me | sure as hell wasn't afraid to have a drink by myself. 


Okay, so maybe the correct phrase would have been that | sure as hell wasn't afraid to get wasted by myself 
because wasted | was. Wasted and watching Pirates of the Caribbean. Nikki had yet to quite calling and texting 
and it was starting to piss me off. | was trying to drown away my thoughts of him, but of course he wasn't 
going to fucking allow that. 


My thoughts drifted away from the pirates on my tv to Nikki as they had been doing a lot here lately. | loved 
playing my drums and that would never change, but here lately | wanted to be able to go down and interact 
with Nikki on the stage the way that Vince and Mick were able to do. | wanted him to come play his bass right 
up against me without ever missing a note. | wanted to crawl in bed with him at night and wrap my arms 
around him tightly. | wanted him in every way possible, but the way it seemed right now, | just wasn't good 
enough for the great Nikki Sixx. 


My phone lit up for the millionth time within the past hour and it was no surprise that it was Nikki again 
although | had to look twice due to my lack of clear vision at the moment. | wasn't sure if | wanted to answer 
it so he would leave me alone or just throw the phone across the room and be done with it. | guess the small 


part of my drunk self that wanted to hear his voice won the battle because | decided to answer. 


"You don't fucking quit do you?" 


"What the fuck is going on? Obviously | have done something to piss you off and | would like to know so | can 


fix it. So what the hell, man?" Nikki all but yelled from the other end of the phone. 


His voice sounded desperate, and the worry was genuine, which for a split second made me feel like an ass for 
acting the way | was. But wait a second, he showed no signs of guilt for all of the times he blew me off while 
we were on the road. Yeah, no. | didn't feel bad at all. 


"You're so fucking perfect and blind at the same time. | don't understand it" 
"You're not making any sense." 


"No. I'm sure I'm not after the amount of alcohol I've had. But then again, maybe | am making sense and you're 


just not getting it." 


Nikki sighed. "Okay, look. I've heard your voice and know you're okay now. Why don't you just call it a night, 


sleep off the alcohol and I'll come by tomorrow and we can talk about this." 
"Are you sure, Nikki? Are you sure that Im really okay?" 


"Well fucking talk to me then! What am | missing or what the hell have | done to make you so pissed off at 
me? | have racked my brains and | have no idea what the hell is going on. Stop going around the fucking world 


already and just tell me!" He yelled. 
That was it. The alcohol and my heart finally beat the little bit of fight | had left in me. 


"| fucking love you, Nikki! There, for whatever it is worth, | said it. | didn't want to tell you because | was 
afraid to. | didn't know what you would say and | didn't want to ruin years of friendship. | was confused when 
my feelings for you first surfaced and | told myself that | was crazy. | waited and waited for this spell | was 
going through to pass but then | realized it wasn't just a spell. So to spend more time with you | tried getting 
you to hangout or go have a drink after the shows, but you always had better things to do to hangout with 
me. So then | started realizing that maybe | just wasn't good enough. Go back to that first person that you 
ever truly wanted. That person that you would die for to prove to them how much they meant to you. Now 
imagine that person being so close to you all of the time and yet is still so far away. Imagine your hear 
shattering every time you thought of that person and how it would be a cold day in hell before that person 
wanted you too. And on top of that, imagine having to keep all of that to yourself and not have anyone to talk 
to about it. It's a hurt like no other and a hurt | can't get rid of. So there you go. Now you know what's going 
on. I'm sorry if I've gone and fucked up our friendship, but it's out in the open now. Take it for what you want. 
You can sleep tight now and not worry about me. One way or another I'll be fine. Good night, Nikki.” 


Before | could even think or stop myself | had thrown my phone against the wall across the room, shattering 
it into a hundred pieces. | carried myself to the bathroom and ended up taking a swing at my reflection in the 
mirror. The glass felt good cracking under my skin and making gashed across my knuckles. | picked up a shard 


of glass and looked back and forth a few times from the glass to my wrist, but | finally told myself that a 


decision of that magnitude needed to be made while | was sober. So with that thought | drug myself to bed, 


leaving a trail of blood behind me. 


| came to a lot earlier than | expected to the next morning. The alarm clock beside my bed said nine, but | had 
been on the road when the time changed so it was really eight. As | had expected | felt like complete shit from 
my drunken party for one last night and judging by the state of my hand, things must have gotten pretty 
intense. | sat there staring at my cut, swollen hand trying to remember exactly what the hell had gone down 
last night. | had started drinking because | was thinking about Nikki and then | couldn't remember anything after 
that. | had pretty much been a dick yesterday and it was probably time for me to just accept things for the 


way they were going to be and try to move on 


| forced myself out of bed, feeling a mix of having been in a huge fight with someone and having a bad case of 
the flu. | stripped my bed of the blood covered sheets and threw them out into the hallway to be washed 
later. | followed the trail of blood into the bathroom and found the mess | had made in there and cleaned it up 
as well. | must have been pretty far gone last night. 


| decided to shower, hoping the hot water would help me feel a little bit better, but it really didn't. It made my 
hand burn like a bitch though which momentarily took my thoughts off of everything else that was going on in 
my head, so that was definitely a little bit of relief. | pulled on some jeans and t-shirt and headed downstairs 
where yet another mess awaited me. On the floor against the wall was a bunch of tiny pieces that | realized 
had been my cell phone until some point last night. Seeing the pieces brought back a few more memories from 
last night and | suddenly remembered that | had finally answered the phone so Nikki would stop calling, but 
what | had said to him was beyond me. | had absolutely no idea. 


"Shit" | mumbled. 


| figured it was probably a smart idea to go buy another phone before everyone else started freaking out 
when they couldn't get me on the phone. Plus in today's world it was almost impossible to go without a cell 
phone. The more | thought about how | acted yesterday and the more | tried to remember what | could have 
possibly said to Nikki, the more | really wanted to call him and apologize. Hell, | may have ruined everything last 
night in my drunken state. 


| grabbed a light jacket off a hook beside my front door as | opened it to leave the house. | stopped 
immediately though, no doubt having some sort of a small heart attack in the foggy state of mind as | was in, 
upon finding Nikki curled up by the door like some sort of stray animal. | immediately dropped to my knees 
beside him, now in a state of panic not knowing if he was just asleep or if he was hurt, or even worse. The 


nights weren't exactly warm this time of year in California either so his skin was ice cold under my fingers. 
"Nikki? Nikki, talk to mel Are you okay?!" | asked, shaking him frantically. 


He stirred almost immediately upon me touching him and | collapsed beside him, sighing with relief. My heart 
was pounding so hard that it felt like my body was beating with it. | would have never been able to live with 
myself if Nikki hadn't been okay, knowing that | had been a complete ass to him the last time | had talked to 


him. The last thirty seconds of my life made me realize just that quickly that whether Nikki wanted to have a 


drink with me or not, whatever time | did get him | needed to appreciate and not be such a dick. 
"You were right." Nikki said after he had sat up. He was shaking slightly from the still chilly air. 
"Right about what? Come inside. You're fucking freezing, dude." 


We walked back inside to the couch and | handed him a blanket. "How long were you outside and why didn't you 


knock or something?" 


"| did. | pounded on the door for twenty minutes and tried calling. | wasn't leaving until | talked to you. 
Everything that you said last night was right." 


What the hell had | said last night? "Okay, but | was completely shit faced last night. | have no idea what came 


out of my mouth. I'm guessing | must have said some intense shit." 


"You said that | was blind and you told me to think back to that first person that | ever wanted, that person 
that | would die for to prove to them how much they meant to me. You said to imagine my heart shattering 
every time | thought of that person and how it would be a cold day in hell before | would be with that person. 
You said it was a hurt like no other and a hurt that never went away. | know that hurt, Tommy. | have been 
feeling that same hurt for months now. | have been feeling that hurt because that person | want so much 
that | would die for them and that it would probably be a cold day in hell before | was with them, that person 


is you." 
Wait, what the hell just happened? "| - | don't understand." 


Nikki ran a hand through his messy black hair and chuckled lightly, as if in disbelief. "It all makes so much 
sense now. | was staying busy trying to stay away from you when | didn't have to be and you were doing the 


complete opposite. | can't believe | was so fucking stupid. I'm really sorry, Tommy.’ 


| still couldn't quite comprehend what was happening right now. | looked away from Nikki and stared down at the 
floor trying to process everything. So apparently | had broken down and told Nikki how | felt. He didn't seem to 
be mad which | was thankful for, but it almost sounded like he was saying that he felt the same way? 


My thoughts were interrupted by Nikki's hand lifting my chin up and turning my head to face him. His lips 
immediately connected with mine, cautiously at first. That one little kiss was enough to snap me back to the 
reality of what was happening and that flame that had been burning inside of me for Nikki was now a raging 
fire. 


"So, you're saying that you feel the same way?" | asked him. 


"| do, Tommy. | have loved you for a while now, but fear got the best of me! 


| couldn't even begin to explain the feeling flowing through me right now, but it was creating a monster that | 
knew | was not going to be able to control. | felt a smirk play across my face as | stood up and took his hand, 
heading straight for the bedroom. He followed, the same smirk on his face. 

| had to admit that the next two hours were probably two of the best hours of my life. | also couldn't deny 
that it hurt like a mother fucker and | knew | was going to feel it for a while, but it was well worth it. | would 
rather feel that kind of pain any day over the pain | was feeling thinking that Nikki would more than likely 
never be mine. | didn't know it was possible to go from one extreme in life to the other but | had made that 


journey over the last twenty-four hours and thankfully it was a journey for the better extreme. | was in 
heaven laying in bed tangled up with Nikki. | honestly never wanted this to end. 


"What the fuck happened to your hand?" Nikki asked breaking the silence. | guess he was seeing my cut and 
swollen hand for the first time. 


"Apparently | punched the mirror in my bathroom last night. The alcohol was not nice to me last night." 


"You need to get that looked at. And to think that all of this could have been avoided if | had just opened my 
eyes a little bit. ho sorry." 


"Hey." | said raising up to look at him. "We were both chicken shits about telling each other our feelings. But it's 
all out now and the rest of it is in the past. No more sorries or feeling bad about not seeing it. Alright?" 


"Okay." He smiled. "But seriously though, get dressed because we are going to get your hand looked at.” 

"Do we have to?" | pouted. "You're naked..in my bed." 

"Trust me, | will get naked again as soon as we get back" 

"Promise?" 

"| promise." 

| finally forced myself to pull away from him and put some clothes back on because | didn't figure he would let 
it go if | didn't make some kind of a move. He had proved that last night with calling constantly and then 
camping out at my front door. | was already ready to get back and just lay around in his arms for the rest of 
the night because between the feeling of death coming back from the alcohol, my hand, and the soreness from 
our bedroom activities | knew | wasn't going to feel like doing much of anything else. 

"Okay. If you insist we go, let's get it over with." | told him. 


"| do insist. | love you." 


| love you too, Nik" 


"I'm glad you got drunk last night." 


| smiled. "Me too." 


